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inch is left, in order that the ledger should present
the same appearance superficially. The fact remains,
however, that these pages have been cut out and
whatever transactions were recorded in them will
be difficult to trace. Here, however, at the bottom
of page ninety-nine are some figures which might
represent the total: frs. 9,740,000 in very faint
crayon. How the figures got there one cannot
imagine. It is a fair guess that that was the debit
balance. Perhaps, in the circumstances, it will not
be difficult to imagine the history of those missing
pages."
"How much did you say the amount was?" Jane
asked in stupefaction.
"Frs. 9,740,000."
"That sounds like a good round sum of money,"
a familiar voice declared. "Some one left me a for-
tune, eh?"
Suresne and Clunderson simultaneously laid their
hands upon the ledger. Spenser had entered noise-
lessly from the verandah. He looked at them all
with a sneer upon his face. His attitude was more
than confident. It was defiant.
"We were just wondering," Jane said, "whether
that could possibly represent a sum which you owe
to the estate."
Spenser was across the room in a couple of
strides. The sneer had gone from his lips; his eyes
were blazing with passion.
"What have you got there ?" he demanded.
"What we have," Clunderson said in his dry,
precise tone, "is the private ledger, or rather its